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Mr. Burnside did not speak for some time, but leaned
back in the chair, his skinny length relaxed, his toes waggling
sensuously in the warmth of the fire. Theo watched him
covertly, He would have put him down at sixty or there-
abouts. The head was long and narrow, surmounted by thin
grey hair, quite lustreless. The face was hollow, clean-
shaven, deeply lined. Tired-looking, too, Theo thought.
The dark eyes under black brows that jutted like eaves were
damped down, but looked as if they could flame.

" I'm going to talk to you about the work here/' Mr.
Burnside said. "There's plenty of it. YouVe only got to
step outside this house and walk for a quarter of a mile in
any direction to realise that. And when I say the work, I
don't mean preaching and singing, though you'll have that,
too." Disconcertingly, he added, with a smile: "Do you
like the sound of your own voice ? "          f

Theo blushed and fumbled with his pipe. Then suddenly,
and to his own surprise, he found himself saying: "Too
much, I'm afraid."

Mr. Burnside did not ask him to elucidate this, but his
silence seemed to suggest that Theo should go on.

" There was a chap at Cambridge named Brown, a
retired actor. He used to take a few pupils in elocution, and
three other Selwyn men and myself went to him. In the long
holidays we went for a walking tour together, and Brawn
suggested that he should come with us. We wandered all
over Devon and Somerset, and one day in an empty cduntry
church one of the fellows began to intone, to see how his
voice sounded. Then we all had a go. Brown said it was
an excellent scheme and that we should all intone whenever
we came to an empty church. He made a competition of it
and said he would give a prize to the winner. One day a
verger came out of a vestry and we felt awful fools. However,
I won ; and Brown gave me an engraving of Holman Hunt's
'Light of the World/"

A moment ago Theo could not have imagined himself
making this confession of an adventure which still, from
time to time, made his ears privately burn, Mr. Burnside
was looking at him with a kindly and understanding smile,
" The Light of the World! " he said. " That didn't intone,
It just shone."

Theo must have looked a trifle crestfallen, for he added:
" I hope you intone well. I dislike a slovenly and slipshod